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stuffing a shirt into his haversack, and she remembered
that it needed a button.
"Just a minute, Danya, I'll see to that ... "
She took his underwear out of the haversack, examined
and mended everything. She made up a parcel of food—
not too much, he told her. She remembered his shaving
gear. And boot polish, and a brush. She packed envel-
opes, paper, matches.
He sat there and watched her packing his things.
That was as it should be—the man resting and smoking,
while his wife got him ready for war.
And when the packing was done and he went up to
her and embraced her for the last time, she laid her
head on his shoulder and looked into his face with a new
feeling—an infinite nearness and tenderness that
wrenched her heart.
She was his sister, his mother, just as she had been his
sweetheart. She was everything in the world to him.
She accompanied him to the station and parted with-
out tears.
"What will you do when I'm gone?" he asked.
Smiling apologetically, she replied:
"I haven't even thought of that."
He looked at her with a twinge of alarm.
"You won't do anything crazy, eh?"
"No ... not too crazy ..." she promised.
"Darling, please, no romantic heroics. War's a grim
business, got to be waged soberly."
"Don't worry, there'll be no heroics."
They kissed fondly for the last time, and after that
words failed them. He entered the coach, and she left
the station in a daze.
Oblivious to her surroundings, she returned home.
The room was littered with things. ... All of it useless, if
he was not there. How long would the war last? Two
years, he had said. Two years! When without him, not a
single minute of life was of any value. The loneliness
would kill her. How should she fill her life? She would
suffocate.
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